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Sits in your husband's saddle.    Pardon me

That with my jealous knowledge I confound

Your virginal sweet ignorance of men's minds,

111 thoughts and tongues unmannerly, that strike

At the pure heart which dreams not on such harm;

It is my love and care of your life's peace

Makes me thus venturous to wage words with you,

And put such troublous things in your fair mind,

Whereof God wot you knew not: and to end,

Take this much of me \ live what life you may

Or die what death, while I have part in you,

None shall have part with me; nor touch nor word

Nor eye nor hand nor writing nor one thought

The lightest that may hang upon a look

Shall man get of you that I know not of

And answer not upon him.    Be you sure

I am not of such fool's mould cast in flesh

As royal-blooded husbands ; being no king

Nor kin of kings, but one that keep unarmed

My head but with my hand, and have no wit

To twitch you strings and match you rhyme for rhyme

And turn and twitter on a tripping tongue,

But so much wit to make my word and sword

Keep time and rhyme together, say and slay.

Set this down in such record as you list,

But keep it surer than you keep your mind

If that be changing : for by heaven and hell

I swear to keep the word I give you fast

As faith can hold it, that who thwarts me here

Or comes across my will's way in my wife's,